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Adam Fieled 
To Gil Ott 


What 
naturally 
becomes 
a soul’s 
ascension? 

Children’s 

gestures 

transmuted 

willfully 

into 

armor 

against 

waves 

pushing 

downwards? 

Excavation 
of roots 
doesn’t equal 
destruction 
of such— 

death, 
a going 
deeper, 
higher, 
paradox. 
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To Bruce Nauman 


The Mister who goes beyond recognition 
of cliches of iron-bound self-hood 
regenerating new notions that clank 
mad paint onto our being, beating at 
the doors of universities like Genet a thief 
but a marijuana consciousness of absurdity 
epitomizing West Coast anti-notions walking 
around the perimeters of art definitions 
in a ten-gallon hat w/ mescal on tap 
& breeding horses to boot, boots jangling 
among the mind’s fatal mood clowns, with 
hard-ons to be bent over, so wicked into 
the art-world that will not recover 
from earnest strangeness made concrete 
creating new forms like something else, 
a convention of Jehovahs Witnesses, 
better yet the troupe of players that caught 
the conscience of Claudius doing Beckett, 

Nauman playing Pozzo, Picasso’s ashes set 
onstage in place of Vladimir and Estragon, 
while Lucky gets to be Jasper Johns or 
something, concluding that to make up is 
to fall down, to fall down is to take form, 
to take form is to become a fountain, 
and some fountains are worth making— 

See him square the circle in white shirt 
as the day rages blankly outside, too tired 
of its ephemeral heart to even conclude 
immediately, squares of seasons apt to linger, 
then emptiness, as though this funny project 
were a mandala of Buddha, to prove that life 
is not a circle, but rather sharp definite 
edges, w/ many clusters of shoddy wood between 
loaves of stale craving-bread, one shoulder 
raised higher than other, bare feet slow 
but mad as Nijinsky, make it a ritual 
to feed soul’s need not for religion itself 
but for the feeling of religion, the joy of 
being bounded, picture itself presented as 
square, tiny in a little book I ordered 
two years ago in a fit of delirium, now 
I’ve propped it up like a collapsible urn of 
ashes of dead heroes, only the captain 
sits with horses watching the wheels of 
temporal anti-tenderness spin, conventional 
concepts raised up then razed, as in r-a-z-e-d, 
does he still have the black pants I wonder? 
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Maybe he’s just a ghost or an astral spirit, 
somebody’s Ariel — 

Simple, strategic, rolling around on the floor 
looking into the camera’s un-droll eye with 
hyper-droll drollness, essence of droll but 
somehow twisted beyond mere Dada ha-ha 
into indeterminate snickers of profound weirdness 
that will eventually beget a sullen fame 
spreading but not reaching cactus-y wilderness 
where in summertime the living I guess is easy 
at least more so than playing with your balls 
not that the minimal has no weight but 
that such weight leaves no room for developments 
of a righteously figurative nature unless 
one has sophisticated intellectual equipment 
which, of course, he does — 
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Fa§ade 


I’m that facade 
etched in brick 

you brought to bear on one level 

Opened 

able to close 

connecting landscape to sky 

it’s fine 
it’s blue 

a public secret for the greater good 

dark lions 
freeze 

near portals limned with prey 

sun-backed 

moon-streaked 

it all adds up and it’s enough 
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Adam Fieled 

from Apparition Poems 


#1066 


A patch of white light 
appeared on my wall 
late last night. It was 
no shadow. 

I thought 
it might be a cross, I 
thought it might be a 
sign, but by the time 
I turned my head, it 
was gone. 

I thought 


#1067 


I want to last — 
to be the last 
of the last of 
the last to be 

taken by time, 
but the thing 
about time is 
that it wants, 

what it wants 
is us, all of us 
wane quickly 
for all time’s 

ways, sans “I,” 
what I wants— 


#1068 


Naturalized: like, 

I hit 18 th and saw 
Brigitte Bardot on 
pumps, nails red— 

she stuck them in 
my arm, naturally — 


#1069 

Web2 


converted by Web2PDFConvert.com 





There comes a time 
history’s viability in 
impressing us goes 

out our mind’s eye, 
we are ghosts then, 
we join the “rest of,” 

until someone’s lips 
hips us to secrets, in 
case we forgot, that 

nothing ever happed, 
nothing ever got writ. 


#1070 


I said, “I can’t 
even remember 
the last time I 
was excited, how 
can I associate 
ideas?” 

She pulled 
out a gun, a tube 
of oil, and an air 
cushion, 

and it was 
a spontaneous 
overflow, 

powerfully 
felt, in which we 
reaped together— 


#1071 


Black-shirted, 
bright eyes in 
dream-blues, 
parents dead 
of a car crash, 

I kissed her so 
long I felt as if 
I would crash, 
South Street 
loud around 
us, lips soft— 
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Adam Fieled 
from Equations 


#37 

When you’re lost and up for anything, it becomes down at the heels to decide what you want. 
I’mthirty-one and in the process of getting my PhD. I meet Artiat a reading thrown by MFA 
students at a bar on South Street. Though I happen to be in the process of wooing someone else, 
Arti is insistent. She’s Bangladeshi, will long luxuriant black hair, darkish complexion, and large 
breasts. After mysteriously landing at my table, she clutches my hand under the table. There is so 
rruch insistence in her grasp, I receive the impression that Arti has been secretly coveting me for 
some time. But when we return to my place, everything goes amiss. Arti is a beleaguered Muslim 
trying to fit in at an American university; a nascent novelist who writes brilliant pieces that 
nevertheless do not cohere; and a miserable human being who relishes her misery. As we writhe 
around, it occurs to me that I have become the male version of a slut. They have a name for this 
at Temple: man-whore. I am someone who will take whatever a willing woman will give me. I 
can be taken by force, stealth, or subtlety. I have no boundaries. The only element that redeems 
me from the condition of a thirty- something Peter Pan is that the ladies, like Art, come to me. 

Arti twists, and turns, and writhes; now she is throwing a fit about having broken one of her laws. 
My role is to assist her in finding the right pitch and key for her fugues. I fecklessly hope that this, 
unlike all the other encounters, will turn into a relationship. But it soon becomes apparent that 
Arti’s rages are as boundless as try fecklessness. When Arti cuts, she doesn’t mess around; we’ll 
probably never speak again I’m left with the soul-hollowness of one who repeats mistakes. 


#38 

There has never been, in all of this, a moment of being totally lost, derelict. I have always been 
able to locate myself somewhere. When I meet Zeld on the R6,1 immediately sense the 
electricity of some kind of intercourse between us. What I want most is revenge on Trish for 
having slept outside the relationship. Zeld is tall, brown-haired but freckled, a sort-of-into the arts 
type. She likes to show up in hippie dresses, get down to business last, and then leave. I don’t 
feel lost about this; I need to get revenge, Zeld is available; but this is my most derelict moment as 
a lover. There is nothing between Zeld and I, no redemptive seams holding the construct together. 
Our sex happens to make a point to someone else, because Trish and I are not only competitive, 
we would kill to get an edge on each other. The deep loneliness we escape via competitive gains 
never gets resolved; the empty spaces in us never organically fill When Zeld dances out of try 
life, I forget that she ever danced in The games begin with Trish again, and with renewed 
intensity. I win by thrusting, she wins by yielding; and our souls experience prolonged periods of 
sustained ugliness. In love, reversals occur that take years to decode. In public, Trish and I move 
into high spectacle mode— there are parties, brawls, menagps, late nights. I never think what the 
punishment for this will be— that having navigated to a home that turns out to be no home, I lose 
consonance with knowing what a home is, and how I can help to build one. 


#42 

Trish and I are both buffoons; when we see Trish’s family we are often stoned. One Christmas I 
spend with Trish’s family, I am asked to bring my guitar. I do, and the whole family sings along to 
old Beatles songs. Trish’s sisters are as attractive as she is; Trish plays the usual competitive 
games sisters play. Usually, the mood isn’t all that festive. Trish’s parents want what most 
traditional WASP families want for their daughters; to have her many into money, so that she 
might be off their hands. As I realize this quite consciously, and know that in this family’s eyes I’m 
no less a failure and a flush than their daughter is, it’s interesting to feel a sense of almost- 
acceptanee at these dinners. That my roots are unclean tilts things even more fomidably against 





me; but I enjoy the education I’mreceiving nonetheless. I learn, for the first time, the absurdity of 
middle-class, church- going, white-bread America— folks that vote Republican as a matter of 
course, elevate themselves by considering their brand of normalcy the only Godly one, and don’t 
need to rationalize the way that Catholics and Jews do, because they have no guilt or shame to 
begin with 


#43 

I learn from Trish the rules of intoxication As you lift ofij you leave behind everything in your 
consciousness that is tinged towards the mundane. Normal space/time dimensions need not 
apply; everything happens in a realm of perfected imbalance, expected surprise. Trish has lived 
with drug dealers; has spent years in circumstances extreme enough that ingesting bard chemicals 
becomes like brushing one’s teeth Trish does, in feet, find states of intoxication cleaner than 
sobriety. A sober mind dwells on hard fects; hard fects for Trish have no endurance. Trish wants 
every lover to be Lord Byron; every night to contain and perpetuate Greek-level dramas; and to 
be a heroine in such a world grants a crown of flame, of radiance, that Trish covets. But dramas 
demand conflicts; I leam that Trish will rock the boat for no other reason than this. There’s 
always a solution sweet; but Trish enjoys the solution less than the problem She wants to see me 
riled; there’s always an impressive array of red flags at her disposal. When she does her seven- 
veiled dances, she can use her various highs to create a palpable ethereality. I never have any 
choice (once the drama has been set in motion) but to resolve the tension with a push into her, 
and a denouement involving another bowl, drink, pill Consummate sensuality can have no 
reasonable end; it lias to be pushed to its limits to be really tasted. This equation threatens to 
overtake my existence. They are a distraction from a shrewish reality— that the greatest escapists 
invariably have the most onerous obstacles and daunting responsibilities to escape from 


